BIRTH   AND   CHILDHOOD               33

find at home a genial atmosphere: father away
somewhere and mother drinking coffee with a
neighbour's old woman. That was a pleasant
afterglow to the rich experiences of the day.

Jussi passed through the usual phases up to his
ninth year. At twenty and even thirty, memories
of those Pig Hill days would suddenly crowd into
his mind. Not until he had married did he
entirely forget them. And when he had children
of his own he never, not even by accident,
associated them with the games played on
Pig Hill

These games came to an end when Jussi was
in his ninth year. That year many other games
played beside the thousand lakes came to an
end. People read out the figures on the backs
of their almanacks, one by one, i, 8, 8, 6. Some
there were, of course, who knew how to read
them: one thousand, eight hundred and
eighty-six.

It rained that summer, rained without cease.
After St. Jacob's Day hardly a day when rain did
not fall on the muddy roads and sodden fields.
Old people lamented, the younger were silent,
and melancholy children gazed out of dim
window-panes, unconsciously afraid that they
would never be able to return to their playing-
fields. To go out was to face a cold wind that
drove the raindrops through one's thin smock;